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THE PENTAGONALS— No. II. 

Scbnb— The President's villa in WicJdowshire—time, sunsst— present, the President 
and Doctor Witherspoone, discussing a devil and an embryo bishop. 

Pre*. — There, my dear Witherspoone, there, that will do admirably 
—a leetle more Johannisberg— hold, enough — you made that deril sq 
deuced peppery that we must drown him in a flood of cooling- Rhenish. 
After all there is no quaff to compare with a well concocted bishop of 
a September evening. Forgive our gout — and let us trouble you to 
throw up that window, doctor, that we may breathe the balmy air 
fresh from those autumn flowers : how the rich sun-light beams upon 
the bay and gilds the gorgeous west ! And those fair ships too, gliding 
along so doubly bright upon the glad and glancing waters ; tell us not 
of Venice and Naples, and the fatal gift of beauty, though you havt 
so recently swum in a gondola. Had we enough of cheery, sunny 
sky, such as now glows upon us in a flood of living sapphire, we care not 
a rush for your foreign scenery, while we can boast such views as this, 
and eyes and hearts affectionate and glad to share them with and make 
us relish them. Look at that wooded glen, with its rippling rivulet 
wimpling beneath yon rustic wooden bridge that spans the stream. 
How much the figure there adds to the picturesque effect too : he is 
fishing, we take it — but he ought to whip the stream higher up ; .the 
water is dead and still in that quiet nook, and the trout won't rise. 
But surely we have seen that green apology for coat and whity-brown 
heaver somewhere before. — Who is it, doctor? you have on your 
glasses. 

Doctor. — As sure as my name is Witherspoone, 'tis Peppernot— 
aye, aye, I remember now he talked of wandering over to Luggielaw 
some day this week, to fish the lake and lough Dan, and contrive to 
stroll across the hills to give you a benefit in the evening. I hope he 
has been fortunate. By the way, I want to show you a superb method 
of dressing fresh trout I learnt some weeks ago at Paris — it came in 

with the revolution ; you must 

Pres. — Hush I doctor, you disturb our delicious dream, with your 
vile fish — we would babble of green fields, and limpid brooks, anil 
sunny skies — . 

All sorts of daisies and delicate bells, 
Fair as the fabulous asphodels, 
And ftowrets that drooping as day droopB too 
Fall into pavilions, white purple and brae, 
To roof the glow-worm from the evening dew. 
But ha! Pepperpot has hooked a tough one— give him line, yon 
dog — line, line, sir — there, that's, well done— Giovel he has strack 
him fairly. Doctor, did you mark that masterly manoeuvre ? But tre 
forget, you are no brother of the angle. We really did not kn« w 
before that Pepperpot was such an adept — we must appoint him fish- 
erman extraordinary to the club. But where are the rest? T 06 
time of rendezvous is come, and where are Harry and Pestle- 
thwaite? 

Witherspoone. — Harry Digby was to convoy the Vraus, as be «U* 
them, to the park on Tuesday to visit the duchess upon her return 
from the north, and 1 have not &een him since ; however, he will &*' 
tainly be here to-night, and quickly, for he dares not slight your higo 
behest. That is excellent weed— where do you buy ? 
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P *•«.— Yes, we flatter ourselves few men understand the science 
smoking more perfectly than we. That, however, is some that Pep- 
perpot brought us from Heidleberg; they are quite recherches in 
tobacco there — do you know that we were once 

Pepperpot. — (Speaking without.) Slit them down the middle, you 
know, and put a hazle twig in the large fellow's gill— a four pounder. 
if he weighs an ounce. (Entering.) ' President* your slave— ha, 
Witherspoone, how goes it? I have brought you a treat. 

n. P ^f'7"^ e 8 " w J ** m y b °y— we BT yo«— but beard you aught of 

the Digby ? ■ 

Pepperpol.~^o, did not see him these two days— that is cer- 
tainly a goodly bishop, (quaffing.) I recollect once in Gottingen, I 
was dining with Reberg, the author of that admirable little volume on 
cinllaw, lately published 

/>»•«*— Come, come, Pepperpot, no stories — but tell us if you please, 
where in the world have you been roaming, or what have you done 
lor the National these three weeks ? You promised us a tour to lake 
Winipeg, if we forget not, and Some translations of Cherokee poetry ; 
besides an ode to the Siamese youths, in their native tongue. Yet 
Maga ' biggens to her birth,' without a line from your prolific pen. 

Pepperpot<-~Of a verity, most noble president, I have been over 
head and ears in a sea of troubles since we met— the Foreign Review, 
you know, could not be neglected ; they depend on me. And then there 
was Doctor Eisenbaum von Baldamus here in Dublin, from Augsburg, 
*" HT- WaS snowin g mm tne lions, and smoking, and beer-drinking. 

IVitherspoone.—Fje— fye— out upon ye both, beeHs an unsafe and 
an unseemly beverage. 

Pepperpot — No matter for that, my dear doctor, our lives are both 
at a small purchase. He is a Hof Rath in a German petit « Stat- 
wgierung»_and I— and I, am Hazledowne Pepperpot, lieutenant in his 
majesty's — West India regiment, and therefore—and therefore, as your 
mend Juvenal observes, doctor—Cantabit vacuus coram latrone viator ; 
or > as my friend Father Mac Shane tersely renders it — 
The empty traveller may whis-tle, 
Before the robber and hia pistol. 

, **?*— A £ ood translation, and a free. Here's the worthy fivther's 
health— but hah ! see Harry — here he comes. How knowingly the young 
*°g whips along; he has got some one in the tax -cart with him. 
doctor, does he not drive admirably? certainly Hal is the sweetest 
young rascalliest fellow alive. That leader's a trump. See how the 
pu PPy keeps him pulling, that's the great art in tandem. 

fyttherspooner-.! dont know— I never liked yonr tandem, 'tis 
■either safe nor convenient. 

PepperpoU— Der Tenfell he's over the old woman as sure as a 
P»|> (approaching the window and looking out,) he skimmed her heel, 
«<*er than the paring of a turnip— well done, well done— Digby, my 
■earty, how axe yon? 

fclf^i 3 ''^ Without-) Ha, Pepperpot, that's your sort; how are the 
, ' " Witherspoone here? I want to show him how to whip round 

corner. I wish he'd been with us coining through Bray — the leader 
"Wed, and ran down the hilL Hip, hip, get along there, go it, 
8" it, oo yonr work Spanker. I'm with yon in a moment—when 
1 stable the prads. 

Pepptrpotr— Digby is certainly a good whip, and that's a deuced 
F^tty tax cart he drives. 
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Pres. — Aye, and what's far better, be is a very pleasant fellow, though 
he is my nephew, let bim come, as they say in the faculty " in quovis 
vehiculo"— eh, doctor, is not that the cant ? — But Pepperpot is that 
Postlethwaite, Digby has with him in the cart ? 

Pepperpot. — Yes, looking as usual, solemn as a mustard-pot or a lord 
chancellor. I'm sure Postlethwaite looks to the woolsack ; he'd as soon 
talk treason as poetry, politics or religion — nothing but law, law, law. 
(Enter Digby and Postleihimite.) 

Pres. — Harry my boy how are you ? (shaking Digby by both hands,) 
Postlethwaite be seated ; where have you been, and why are you late? 

Postlethwaite. — I told Mr. Henry Digby we should be late, but he 
purposely and afore-thought left himself but an hour to drive thirteen 
miles, in consequence of which 

Digby* — My dear fellow you know very well I should have come to 
time and had a handful of seconds to spare, but Spanker bolted and ran 
down the long hill, contrary to the statute in that case made and pro- 
vided, as you say, but here we are, at least what's left of us, and ■ 

Pres. — Nay, Harry, I cannot pass by such an offence against the 
rules and dignity of this society as want of punctuality, and as you are 
answerable for Postlethwaite's offence as well, I hereby condemn you 
to compose an impromptu sonnet to the moon — or stay, there is the 
" blessed sun himself' smiling so gorgeously in the golden west, go, 
apostrophise him, Bnd make your peace, but don't mistake his glorious 
countenance for ' a fair hot wench in flame coloured taffeta.' 

Digby. — Bless you, uncle, I was not guilty of a fourteener these 
ages, any thing bttt that — I am pliable as a placeman, and will prate 
patriotism in praise of the Parisians — puzzle Postlethwaite on politics, 
or publish prelections on philosophy with the doctor — put Pepperpot 
in my portfolio in a charming sketch — pen paragraphs for periodicals, 
or papers on primogeniture, philosophy, public opinion and public 
prints for Sir Charles Morgan — pilfer from Playfair, paint polypetalous 
primroses — perfume pastilles, or play on the pipes — any thing in short 
butperpetrate poetry. 

Pres. — You contumacious young rebel ! these revolutions on the con- 
tinent are setting all young heads wild. Go to the window sir, and 
improvise a sonnet in twelve minutes by this repealer, or we banish 
you our company and confidence for 

Digby — Not for a minute, dearest uncle ; I'd make an easy leap to 
pluck bright honour from the pale-faced moon, much more compose a 
sonnet to the set of sun, rather than incur your least and shortest 
displeasure. 

Pres. — To it then, to it my boy, do your work, as you say to 
Spanker — Well Postlethwaite, what news have you for us from the 
capital, while Harry is doing picturesque and poetical in the embrasure 
of yonder window ? 

Postlethwaite.— The newest is a report that you have accepted a seat 
in the cabinet, and are to be warden of the cinque ports, instead of 
Pres. of the Pentags. 

Pres. — Tut ! a weak invention of the enemy — av contraire, they 
know full well we are to lead the opposition. We need not say to 
you, dear friends, who know our inmost heart, that we would not 
causelessly or lightly abandon the high and honourable post we bold for 
the advancement of the social and literary interests of this our peculiar 
people, but since our country calls us to a yet more extended sphere 
of active usefulness, 'though the man weeps the patriot must obey— ' 
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besides, brave boys, we all go together, and continue in the same boat. 
But here comes Harry, sonnet and all. 

Harry Digby recites. 

SUNSET IN AUTUMN. 

Magnificent as the archangel's glance, 

Turning a farewell look on primal earth 

Of light ineffable, ere he stretched forth 
His crimson pinions o'er the wide expanse 
Of young creation, sleeping in the trance 

That love had pour'd around its innocent birth, 

When seraphs mingled in its infant mirth, 
Slow sinks the Autumn sunset's glitterance ! 
O the brave architecture of the skies ! 

Lorraine ! thy magic touch alone could fling 

The rich, deep tinct of heav'n's own colouring 
Caught like Promethean fire from yonder dyes; 

And thou, de V * canst bid such glories spring 

When fancy lights thy chaste imagining ! 

Pres. — Very well indeed, Harry, for an impromptu ; glitterance is 
an ill phrase, a vile phrase — Peter, for the sake of the metre ; how- 
ever 

Digby. — ( Whispering) I almost had forgot to say that the ladies 
are actually on the road down here this evening to drink tea with you, 
and see the National before it is issued ; so for heaven's sake get Pep- 
perpot to doff that abominable green garment, it would be sacrilege to 
call it a coat — Postlethwaite is a producible sort of person enough as 
to appearance, and he will look sad and say nothing, but dispose of the 
doctor as best you can — only don't let him be seen — you know what a 

character he is — he loves not to caper nimbly in a lady's chamber 

get him to translate some pathetic little ditty, as " Darby Reilly," or 
" Lord Altamont's Bull," or the " Night before Larry was stretched," 
into Greek iambics, and keep him occupied till they go— you know 
they don't stay late. 

Pres. — We shall do our possible Harry, but the Greek song is out 
of the question ; why, my dear boy, he would despatch fifty such, while; 
smoking his meerschaum. No, no, we have it — he shall compose a code 
for us on cash, corn, and catholics ; we have only to pretend the greatest 
haste, and he'll write straight a head, three days and three nights 
Bat look, is not that the carriage we descry there between the trees ? 
there again, don't you see ? 

Digby.—- Yes, by Jove there it is — now for it, leave Pepperpot to 
roe, and do you have at the doctor. Pepperpot, my boy, they're coming, 
they're coming. (Speaking low so as not to be heard by the doctor, 
and drawing Pepperpot to the window.) They're coming, my hearty ; 
look down in the valley there, see you not a white plume waving 
gracefully in that open carriage. Lady Alice de B. Mtta. S. and Mrs. H. 
Stand to your guns, my lad ; now for your traits of travel — your good 
stories — your best hits. But confound it man! have you got no 
coat ? that will ruin all, and Lady A.' is so particular. I have a Stultz 
with me in the tax cart, will you try it on ? I am certain 'twould fit. 
Come, that's a dear fellow, we have not a moment to lose — there, 
s «e how near they are ! 

* Author of "Sonnets on the local scenery of Ireland," and other exquisite poem 
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Pepperpot. — Why, what do you mean Hal ? this is a most 
admirable coat, and fits capitally too, when I take my fly-book out o£ 
the breast pocket — and then 

Witherspoone (to Pres. J — Aye, aye, I have it — well then my dear 
sir, if you can only manage to inveigle that noisy pair of fellows into 
a walk down the glen for an hour and half, it shall be ready for you. 

Pres. — Come Harry; Pepperpot, we would speak with you. 
Doctor, we'll join you soon — au revoir. Exeunt. 

Scene — The Drawing-room — Lady Alice de B. upon the sofa. The President 
stands beside her. Mtta. S. is seated near the window by Mrs. H. both conversing 
with Sorry Digby. 

Pres. — Lady Alice, allow us to present to your notice our friend 
and most esteemed Pentag. Lieutenant Hazledowne Pepperpot— he is 
the — but he himself can tell better than most men his various accom- 
plishments and qualifications. 

Pepperpot. — Most proud and happy of an opportunity of declaring 
myself your ladyship 8 devoted servant — the greatest favor ever con- 
ferred by our inestimable President — an occasion long and ardently 
wished for — happiest moment of my life—has youi" ladyship had a 
pleasant drive? 

Lady A. de B. — Very much so indeed — the country through which 
we came is highly picturesque, and had the advantage also of being 
new to most of our party. Mrs. H. were not you delighted? 

Mrs. Z£— Oh ! yes ; a beautiful county is Wicklowshire-— very-— I 
know of nothing in England, Cumberland excepted, and perhaps 
Westmoreland as well, to equal the beauty of the country we drove 
through. » 

Pepperpot. — And you have a much more beautiful part before you, 
than any you have yet seen — the Devil's Glen and Glenmalure, — quite 
Alpine I assure you ; I always think of Styria when 1 get beyond Glen- 
dalough. Was your ladyship ever in Gratz ? 

Lady A. de B. — Never. 

Pepperpot — I regret it exceedingly; it is truly beautiful; you have a 
small and regularly built town, situated in a deep narrow glen, darkly 
wooded with tall oak and fir trees, whose tops are seen towering in 
tall pinnacles over the 

JMgby.-f-CoSee or Congou, Lady Alice ? 

Lady de B. — >A dish of coffee if you please Harry. Pray go on 
captain, I'm dying to hear of that sweet place you describe so charmingly. 

Pepperpotr—Vr'herv was I ?— oh I recollect, Africa : well Madame, 
on our arrival off Cape Coast, the day was burning hot, sultry to ex- 
cess, as yon may think, when the thermometer was at 130* in the 
shade. The sun appeared pretenutturally near. I thought once I 
could actually discern the outline* -of a human face in it ; the trees 
were all charred with his rays, the land bare and arid, and every 
thing had the same baked and crusty appeaiaace. I went ashore 
to present a letter of introduction to an African chief, a particular 
friend of my uncle the late governor; he was remarkable indeed — -^ 

President* — Really Pepperpot, you must not engross society in this 
manner. Has your ladyship seen No. IV? — here are the sheets. 

Lady A. de J9.~ Mr. Pepperpot, you must really finish that story for 
me another time, or rather both of them ; for I cannot say which I 
am most delighted with. 

Pepperpot. — Undoubtedly, with the greatest pleasure ; but your 
ladyship must not forget where I left off, for my memory is deplorably 
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had, as I said one day to Felborg the Dane, you know Felborg, I sup- 
pose? the author of Denmark delineated— -we were dining with old 
Eichhorn — 

President. — At it again, Pepperpot ; hand this tea to Mrs. H ,■ 

Indeed, Lady Alice, you must not listen to that madman's stories, or 
you will actually turn his brain, if you go not mad yourself. 

Lady Alice de B. — Come, come, that's all jealousy, the Lieutenant is. 
really a most agreeable and amusing person, and I am quite anxious to 
hear of African customs and habits of life. — 

{Pepperpot to Mrs. H. at ther other end of the room.) — No, no, cer- 
tainly not, travelling rather heightens our lore of female society, and as 
Martin Luther jovially has it : 

Wer liebt nicht Weib Wein und Gesang, 
Der bliebt ein Narr sein lebenlang. 

Mtta, 8. — Traduisez cela s'il vous plait, Monsieur Le Poivrepot, pour 
moi je n'entends pas ces vilains gutturals. 

Pepperpot* — " Who loves not woman wine and song, 
" Is but a fool bis whole life long." 

President. — Harry Digby, Harry, as we write and edite the best 
journal of Europe, you have been tuning that guitar this hour ; can 
you not persuade the fair Mtta. to favor us. 

Digby, — ( Whispering) Gently, my dear sir, gently, I stole a song 
from her reticule as it lay upon the harp-stool, and I'm going to sing it. 
(Harry Digby seats himself at the feet of Lady A. de B. upon a low 
velvet covered ■ stool, and accompanies himself upon the guitar while he 
tings.) 

THE SERENADE. 
Though now, dear maid, I shun repose, 
'Tig sweet in sleep mine eyes to close ; 
For sleep such joy has round me thrown, 
As waking hours have seldom known, 

'Twas when I dreamt of thee. 

But now I wake supremely blest, 
If when my notes disturb thy rest, 
And round thy pillow trembling fall, 
They should thy lover's form recall, 

And bid thee think of me. 
Oh ! could I see the crimson tide 
Rush from thy heart with Mashing pride, 
Then to thy cheeks with rapture flow, 
Whilst brighter still thy dark eyes glow, 

Beneath yon cloudless beam, 

Not half such joys the blushing spring 
Could e'er to Bacchus' vot'ries bring, 
When they beheld by power divine 
His Grecian fountain torn to wine, 

And roll a crimson stream.* 
I only ask one glance of thine 
Upon my humble lyre to shine, 
Oh ! let it feel that bright eye's fire, 
'Twill sweetest lays of love inipfre, 

And music's soul .invoke. 
'Twas thus on Egypt's shore we're told, 
When rising suns with beams of gold 
On Memnon's famous statue shone, 
Warm'd by the ray, from lips of stone 

Enchanting music broke. 

JoUn^i 01 * I ? 1 » od of Andft >«, (andenUy Nonagaria,) Bacchus lad a temple which containnl a 
■Wntaln, whose waters during the tides of January turned into wine. contained a 
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Mtta. S. — Where, may I ask, most apt musician, found you tUose 
words ? 

Digby. — I composed them myself a few minutes before you arrived 
this evening ; they're pretty, ar'nt they ? — Eh ! come dont you think 
so? 

Mtta. S. — Why, you provoking creature, you must hare stolen them 
out of my bag. 

Alice de B. — Really, Harry, if they are your's, they're decidedly the 
best you ever wrote ; they are beautiful, and the air too is pretty — it 
commences like a waltz I well remember hearing on the Rhine, so — 
(Lady Alice seats herself at the piano, and plays a waits — Pepperpot 
bows to Mtta. S. and leads her out — Harry Digby takes out Mrs. H. — 
Watering begins.) 

President — Admirable I excellent ! capital ! Pepperpot, you have 
the true Vienna hop ! 

Pepperpot — Quicker — quicker, Lady Alice, I intreat. Ah I this 
reminds one of the Kertner Thor, where I used to whirl along with 
the Archduchess Mathilde. 

Harry Digby to Mrs. H.-~Are you fatigued ? Pray sit down here, 
and allow me to close that window behind you. 

Mrs. H. — Oh no ! I pray you leave it open. The moon shines 
beautifully down that glen ; see how it trembles on the dark glassy 
pool before the bridge ! And the deer too look so still and peaceful 
couching in those glades. 

Pepperpot — Yes, that is really a fine stream. I killed a four pound 
trout there just before you came, with a red hackle and orange body. 

President — Lady Alice permit us to lead you to the supper room, 
there is a slight refection prepared before you venture 

Lady A, de B. — Nay it must be to our carriage at once, it grows 

late, and we have to reach B Park to-night ; therefore ladies en 

route — en route. 

Pepperpot. — You will, I hope, at least permit Harry and I to 
escort you like faithful squires ; the President is (entre nous be it 
said,) somewhat gouty — ioveth ease and quietness— and as for Pos- 
tlethwaite, poor fellow, he would take an hour to get ready. 

Lady A. de JR.— -We accept your offer as far as to the mountain foot; 
but no farther come on pain of our displeasure. May I trouble you 
Harry to hand me that shawl — thank you — that will be quite sufficient. 

Pepperpot. — Will the fair Mtta. be persuaded to accept my Hungarian 
Bnnta ; it is exceedingly warm ; all zobel skin. 

Mtta. S. — Thank you, I feel muffled quite enough. 

Digby, — Mrs. H. let me advise you to wear that huge affair of Pep 
perpot's — it seems a candidate for some fair lady's company. 

President — Lady Alice, No. IV. is in the pocket of the carriage— 

and now au plaisir. (the carriage drives off with Harry Digby and 

Pepperpot cantering at either side.) 

President — Come in, Postlethwaite, and let's hear of your doings 
since we met; these young gallants will not be back before one; 
and then we'll have Pepperpot's four-pounder and some kickshaws, and 
a glass of Hochheimer till bed-time. 

Postlethwaite — Aye, and I knocked over a few brace of partridge 
yesterday in the stubbles, which Digby brought down with us to eke 
out your supper. He put them into the hands of your tnaitre de « 
cuisine, on our arrival. 

President — Quite right — come in then— this night air feels sharpish. 



